Uiother

I see my daughter, vaguely, through my tears,
(Ah, lost caresses of my early years!)
I see the bridegroom, King of men in truth!
(Ah, my first lover, and my vanished youth!)

Bride

Almost I dread this night. My senses fail me.
How shall I dare to clasp a thing so dear?
Many have feared your name, but I y )ur beauty.
Lord of my life, be gentle to my fear!

Younger Sisters

In the softest silk is our sister dressed,
With silver rubies upon her breast,
Where a dearer treasure to-night will rest.

Dancing Girls

See! his hair is like silk, and his teeth are whiter
Than whitest of jasmin flowers. Pity they marry him

thus.

I would change my jewels against his caresses.
Verily, sisters, this marriage is greatly a loss to us!

Bride

Would that the music ceased and the night drew round